NEW BOOKS.

The Stirring Deeds of Mr. Masterson.

Alfred Henry Lewis's story of “The
Suynset Trail” (A. 8. Barnes & Co.) tells of
ihe deeds of Bat Masterson, always called
\r. Masterson in the narrative, He waa
(istinguished by “primeval gravities and
-ilences,” did not ask or answer questions,
and did not take or give advice. He was
“faw of years,” or,as we should say, young,
and a swell in his way. His spurs were of
wrought steel, traced with gold; the red
i andkerchief knotted about his brown
1hroat was silk, and not cotton; his gray
crombrero was enriched with a band of
Iaided gold and silver made in the like-
ness of a rattlesnake, and he wore a crim-
~on gash wound twice about his waist, the
tringed ends depending handsomely along
his left leg.

A strong man of the plains, of course.
He was a buffalo slayer and he did not over-
inok Indians. Ruth Pemberton came out
from the East visiting, She was properly
chaperoned. She had rice white teeth
cot in roseleaf lips, and was otherwise
jovely, Tho Count Banti, a suitor from
Furope, was in her party. He was wild
to get at the Indians. When Ruth Pem-
berton set her most interesting eyes on Mr.
Masterson “she secretly admired his power-
ful shoulders and compared him—graceful
and limber and lithe as a mountain lion
- with the tubby Count Banti, to that pa-
trician's disadvantage. Also, Mr. Master-
con's hands and feet were smaller than those
of Count Banti.”

Ruth and the Count went out in a buck-
board te see Mr, Masterson shoot buffaloes.
Mr. Masterson crept through the grass
toward a herd of these doomed animals.
Fneountering a  coiled rattlesnake in his
path, he poked it with his rifle and made
t move away. Ruth Pemberton sat en-
tranced in the buckboard, oblivious of the
Count. She followed the operations of
Mr. Masterson with a fleld glass. At the
end of twenty minutes Mr. Masterson rose
on one knee and began shooting buffaloes
with a buffalo gun. He had shot three and
*might have stood in his tracks and slain
a dozen score” had not the herd suddenly
lumbered off at a right angle.

They had been frightened by Cheyenne
Indians. The Indians approached. Mr.
Masterson got Ruth Pemberton and the
(‘ount into the shelter of a buffalo wallow.
There were ten Indians. They began to
shoct. The Count, prostrate, gave noisy
expresaion to his terror. Mr. Masterson
shot an Indian. Then there were nine.
The nine charged in open formation. Mr,
Masterson shot fiveof them. In Mr. lawis's
vivid language: “The thing was on and by
and over in a moment ; the charging Chey-
ennes went to right and left, unable to ride
up against that tide of death which set so
flercely in their faces. Nine Cheyennes
made that charge upon the buffilo wallow;
Ruth Pemberton counted but tour to flash
to the rear at the close.” These four rode
to theriver and went “squattering” across.
The Count sat up and looked foolish. Ruth
Pemberton turned from him, ashamed.

Alas for Ruth Pemberton! At the end
of four days she had to depart on the
journey home. “Four days; and the buck-
toard bearing Ruth Pemberton, Madam
Pemberton and Count Banti drew away
for the North. A Lieutenant with ten
cavalrymen, going from Fort Elliot to
Dodge, accompanied them by way of
escort.” As the buckboard reached the
ridge behind which it was to disappear
Ruth looked back and saw a rider waving
his sombrero in farewell. It was Mr,
Masterson. “Ruth Pemberton gazed and
#till gazed; the hunger of the brown eyes
was a8 though her love lay starving. The
trail sloped sharply downward, and the
picture of the statue horseman on the hill
was snatched away. With that—her life
turned drab and desolate—Ruth Pemberton
slipped to the floor of the buckhoard and
buried her face in her mother's kindly
lap.”

A sad case, and shockingly sudden. Mr,
Masterson kept on with his unstudied ex-
hibitions of poise and power. We can
merely outline the tragic story of the Wild
Rose of the Canadian, whose other name
was Mollie Brennan. The Wild Rose fell
in love with Mr. Masterson, just as Ruth
Pemberton had done, simply from looking
at him. When the jealous Sergeant King
shot twice at our hero, one shot wounded
him grievously and the other killed the
Wild Rose, who had run in between. “The
Wild Rose fell; at her side fell Sergeant
King, snuffed out by the unfailing six-
shooter of Mr. Masterson. Hard hit as he
was, Mr. Masterson raised the Wild Rose
in his arms, She opened her brown eyes
swimming with love. Mr. Masterson, look-
ing into the soft depths, saw that love and
knew it for his own. Even as he gazed
the warm lights failed and faded; the rose
flush deserted the cheek. In the arms of
Mr. Masterson the Wild Rose lay dead.”

This is at page 99, and we find Mr. Master-
gon still shooting at page 389, which is
within four pages of the end of the book.
His last shots fired in this tale pierced the
ribs of Mr. Updegraffe fatally and fanned
the nose of Mr. Peacock, who had found
#helter for himself with the exception of his
nose, 1If the reader wishes for more than
thir story contains we shall consider that

he is greedy indeed.

Mr. Shaw on a 60-Page Rambie,

Mr. G. Bernard Shaw is capable of being
discursive, and in his little book, *On Going
to Church” (John W. Luce & Co., Boston),
he speaks of his diet. For more than twelve
vears, he tells us, he has tried the experi-
ment of not eating meat or drinking tea,
mffee or kpirits. It may be that his very
rotable modesty and repression are due
to this somewhat heroic caution. He
ieviews the effect upon his fellow men of
virions matters that he himself does not
tonch,  He tells us:

“An exhibition of the cleverest menand
women in London at 5 P. M., with their
afternoon tea cut off, would rhatter many
lusions, Tea and coffee and cigarettes
produce conversation; lager beer and pipes
produce routine journalism; wine and gal-
lantry produce brilliant journalism, essays
and novels; brandy and cigars produce
violently devotional or erotic poetry; mor-
phia produces tragic exaltation (useful
on the stage); and sobriety produces an
average curate's sermon.” :

More observations of the sort follow,
*Most of the activity of the Press, the Pulpit,
the Platform and the Theater is only a
+ymptom of the activity of the drug trade,
the tea trade, the tobacco tra e and the
iquor trade.” “The mark left on a novel
i the Leisure Hour by a cup of tea may
v imperceptible to a Bishop's wife who
lias just had two cups; but the effect is there
-~ certainly as if De Quincey's 8,000 drops
«f landanum had been substituted.” The
t~say goes on in this way to the middle
«f page 14; at that point, which marks the
ond of precisely one-quarter of the whole
wark, the author speaks of going to church.

If anybody sees a bicycle leaning against
n tombstone in a country churchyard, he
may reasonably conclude that Mr, Shaw
i~ in the church, supposing it to be an old
thurch or a new church of the right sort.
What Mr, Shaw asks of the master builder
of churches is: “Mirror this cathedral for
e in enduring stone; make it with hands;

let it direct {ts sure and clear appeal to my
senses, so that when my spirit is vaguely
groping after an elusive mood my eye
shall be caught by the skyward tower,
showing me where, within the cathedral,
I may find my way to the cathedral within
me.”

At page 21 we come to the anecdote of the
Westminster Abbey verger who had a

explajned, in reply to a remonstrance, that
if that sort of thing were tolerated they
would soon have people praying all over
the place, The anecdote is used in fllus-
tration. At page 26 Mr. Shaw says: “Go to
Milan and join the rush of tourists to its
petrified christening cake of a cathedral.”
At page 82, having come to Verona, he
says: “Let a man go and renew himself for
half an hour occasionally in San Zeno,
and he need eat no corpses nor drink any
drugs or drams to sustain him—,"” which
c('“nr;-ies us back again to the queation of
et.

Some anecdotes follow. There is con-
siderable about “the new church of St.
George's in Nawcastle, including praise,
in Mr. Shaw's manner, of “one Spence,”
the architect, whose work, according to the
sexton, Included the Mosalo decoration
around the chancel, the marble carving in
the altar, the ironwork, the wooden figure
of St. George, the stained windows, and four
panels in the dado with figures in oil. Mr.
Shaw reports that he found himself ir-
ritated, “feeling that Spence was going too
far.” Some recollections of childhood
come after, and some comments, not too
decorous, upon religious belief. These cor-
clude what Mr. Shaw haa to say on the sub
ject of going to church.

Mr. Jack London’s Socialistio Observations.

Jack London's “War of the Classes” pre-
sents the significant features of the so-called
labor atruggle in America in a series of
corelated essays, direct and trenchant in
style, fresh and vigorous in thought, and,
despite necessary verification in statistios,
exceedingly entertaining in matter. Mr.
London eonfesses himself a Bocialist in
the preface, and in the concluding chapter
gives an acoount of his conversion from
the optimism “bred of a stomach that could
digest scrap iron, a body which flourished
on hardship,” and a life in the open West,
“where men bucked big and the job hunted
the man,” to a oonsciousness of the “sub-
merged tenth,” a realization of the *Social
Pit” and a determination to keep out of
it brought about by a visit to the congested
labor centers of the East.

The firat essay is davoted to the state-
ment of “The Class Struggle,” and the con-
ditions which produce it—“first, a class
inequality, a superior class and an inferior
class (as measured by power); and, second,
the closing of the outlets whereby the
strength and ferment of the inferior olase
have been permitted to escape.” Such
conditions are provided by the *“capital
class" and “the labor class” in the United
States. The opportunities offered by an ex-
panding frontier, the development of
natural resources and the upbuilding of
new industries whereby the ambitious
laboring man formerly made his promotion
into the ranks of the capitalists are now
closed. Rockefeller has shut the door
on oil, the American Tobacco Company on
tobacco, Carnegie, “the bourgeois king,”
on steel. The result is that the captains
of industry are drawn up in battle line
against the captains of labor. Labor is
organized in unions and strengthened
by affiliations with socialists, wielding an
increasing balance of power through poli-
tics. Capital is organized in leagues,
offensive and defensive, but weakened by
divisions within {tself, small ecapitalists
against large capitalists, which Irritate
and confuse conditions, and by a lack of
consciousness of the imminence of danger
in the vast propaganda waged by the
enemy. The outcome of the conflict Mr,
London does not foretell.

Other essays in the book deal with par-
ticular phases and products of the struggle—
“The Tramp"—the scapegoat of economic
sinning, the by-product of the great surplus
labor army which is an economic necessity
—*“The Scab"—"the worker who gives more
value for the same price than another,” by
which definition the United States is the
great colossal “scab® against which all
Europe is clamorous with agitation, Mr.
Rockefeller is classified by the writer as a
most regal ex-scab—having passed through
all the villainies of scabdom. King Edward,
by the same distinction, is a royal non-gcab,
as are all others who receive hereditary
food and shelter privileges, coupon cutting
rights, powers entailed by plunder they
have not themselves accumulated.

In “The New Law of Development,” Mr,
London advances the theory that the “class
conscious” laboring man is not opposed
to the “trust,” but on the contrary exults
in it—in that it organizes industry on an
enormous labor saving scale, abolishes
wasteful competition and socializes produc-
tion. There remains nothing for him to
do but to socialize distribution, which it is
his intention to accomplish by insisting on
his share of the profits.

The book is printed by the Macmillan
Company.

Good Story of & Murder Trial.

Mr. Lambert, who waa chosen to be fore-
man of the jury in Frederio Trevor Hill's
ingenious and highly interesting story of
“The Accomplice” (Harper & Brothers),
will be found to have been a very con-
scientious man. A scholar, and esteemed
by many to be the first living authority on
the subject of Persian poetry, he has led
a sequestered life, and it was a great change
for him to be foreman of a jury in a murder
case in which the defendant was a young
and unusually attractive woman. He tried
not to be on the jury; his first look at Miss
Emory, the defendant, convinced him that
she never could have murdered anybody;
but the curious fact was developed when he
was examined as to his qualifications to be
a juror that he had never read about the
murder of Mr. S8haw in the newspapers,
had never even heard of it, and he was
clapped into the jury box before you could
say Jack Robinson.

When the story of Mr. Shaw's murder
was outlined by the prosecutor in his open-
ing address - Mr. Lambert found himself
enthusiastically interested. It is doubtful
if anythingin the course of his investiga-
tions of Persian poetry had ever moved
him so profoundly. When the jury was
dismissed at the close of the first day’'s
proceedings he was much impreesed by
the Judge's warning to the jurors not to
converse with anybody about the case
and not to read about it in the newspapers.
Circumstances seemed to conspire against
his innocence in this particular. An un-
intentional eavesdropper, he heard out
of court most remarkable testimony bear-
ing upon the Shaw murder. Miss Frayne,
a most attractive young person—the fore-
man's age was 86—came suddenly into
his experience and insisted upon saying to
him that Alice Emory was her dear friend
and that it was stupid and -criminally
ignorant for anybody not to know that
Mirs Emory did not kill Mr. Shaw.

Our foreman's conscienoe got to work
at once. He felt it to be his duty to resign.
He informed the Judge that circumstances

newly arisen and not subject to his control

stranger arrested for kneeling down, and’

made it necessary for him to retire. The
Judge ourtly disagreed with him and in-
struoted him to take his seat in the box.
The case went on, and embarrassing
thoughts and emotions erowded upon our
foreman. Miss Frayne's vigorous opinion
worked upon him. Miss Emory herself
looked as little like a mupderess as ever.
On the other hand, there were the dreadful
things that he had heard secretly, and in a
manner surreptitiously. He was torn by
distracting opinions. Painful thoughtabore
him down. At the same time the trial itself,
as it went on, awakened in him a positively
enthpsiastio intereat.

This last is no wonder. The reader of
the story will tell himsell as much. It was
a great murder trial,and the skilful penof
Mr. Hill has set it before us in a most ade-
quate nner. We have, as though our-
selves present in court, the examinations,
the legal torturings called cross-question-
ings, the hot exchanges of ocounsel, the

‘testy deliverances from the hench. Our

foreman is neck deep in the case, in ocourt
and out of it. He is the accomplice of the
title. The reader will like him. He will
like Miss Frayne. He will like the Judge.
He will like the amiable and big shouldered
prosecutor, not at all a man of storm and
yet a oompetent man. He will be amazed
by the fury of the counsel for the defense.
We are mistaken if he divines, before the
author throws out the hint, who killed
Mr. Shaw. But we think that he will early
be assured as to the outcome of the case
of the foreman and Miss Frayne. A re-
markably good story.

Theodora and J. Gllohrist.

The reader, as he may have expected,
will find a story in “The Letters of Theo-
dora,” by Adelaide L. Rouse (The Mac-
millan Company). Theodora bids for our
deep sympathy in her first letter, which ia
addressed to her friend Miss Felicia Cabot,
at the Rockwell Institute,in Rockwell, N. J.
Our letter writer and heroine is in New
York trying to sell the wares of her imagina-
tion to abominably indifferent and slow
purchasers. A ghost story in which she
bad extravagant faith has just come back
from the Black Cat, an obviously unintelli-
gent publication, and within twenty-four
hours she has received the thanks of six
publishers, accompanied by as many arti-
cles penned thoughtfully and laboriously
by her and declared succinctly by them to
have been found unavailable.

Here was a state of things. It hurts
the heart, to say nothing of the stomach,
to have manuscripta returned. Troubles
augmented themselves. They grew to be
very much like giants. A novel came
back to Theodora. It had only been out
three weeks. She did not believe it could
have been read in so short a time. This
suspicion that it takes more than three
weeks to read a novel shows that Theo-
dora’s troubles had touched her mind.
Her resolution and industry in urging the
novel seem to have remained unimpaired.
Sho kept it hovering in the hands of the
literary advisers. In her fourth letter,
addressed to Miss leigh Brandenberg, at
Seven Oaks, Sullivag county, N. Y., she
reported it as in statu quo. The journeying
and unembraced novel had an attractive
name. It was entitled “A Novice at Life.”

Theodora had certain distractions and
interests, if not compensations. We find
her “going out for a beefsteak, a ralad and
a cup of coffen” in the third letter. The
fifth letter makes us aware that she at-
tended divine service at 8t. Polycarp's.
She had a way of going there, though ir
was not convenient, because she liked the
rector, an ascetic looking man, with a nioe
voice, who read the liturgy remarkably
well. Moreover, John Gilchriat turns up
in the fifth letter, and we know immediately
that he is going to be important. There is
a good deal in the fifth letter about John.
*He is in town, is instructor in Latin at
Columbia University.” “To think of his
being at Columlia!” “He has grown quite
a bit stouter and the extra flesh is becoming
to him. Evidently, he takes to New York
as a duck takes to water. He looks like a
man who would enjoy a good dinner and
make a good speech afterward.” “I don't
want him in New York. Still, T don't see
what [ am to do about it; it iz a free country.”

Was it really the case that Theodora did
not want John in New York? He must
have served to divert her mind from the
povel on its travels, and from the inflow
of ironical thanks, along with rejected
manuscripts, from the editors. Still, in
spite of John, or it may be by reason of
John as well as of the literary mishappen-
ings, Theodora's belts got loose and her
rings almost slipped from her fingers. She
took to milk and raw eggs, poor girl. She
paid a vigit to the old farm in Massachusetts
where her family lived before they moved
to Nonth Dakota. A nice old man took her
along when he went after the cows, and
she saw the elder bushes and the goldenrod
in the cow lane, and had “a nice, homey
supper” and stayed all night, and dreamed
dreams of childhood, in which Johnny
Gilchrist was included.

It is not allowable to tell all, even of a
very charming tale. We may be permitted
to extract from the fifty-sixth letter, written
from London, the brief intelligence: “John
and I were married yesterday morning at
the American Embassy. Sudden, was it
not?” In the fifty-ninth and last letter we
find the pair in New York again and tinker-
ing away at a sonnet together in their
“common study.” But more we shall not
reveal. Theodora wrote well, and her
Jetters make an amusing and delightful
story.

Ugly Todhunter,

It is not likely that the reader will think
Todhunter a very pretty baptismal name
for the hero of Margaret Doyle Jackson's
story, “When Love Is King" (G. W. Dilling-
ham Company). Doubtless it was not
meant to be pretty, but rather to €it the
bearer, who was not handsome, though he
had sterling virtues and a heart that was
in the right place.

We see Todhunter in his infancy. At
the age of 7 he had saved seven pennies,
with which he was on his way to buy a
bullseye lantern, when he met Pike, the
butcher’s son, who was about to drown a
dog. Pike agreed to exchange the doomed
dog for the seven hoarded pennies, but
when he had got the money he treacher-
ously refused to perform his part of the
bargain. He was moving on with the dog
in the direction of the water, when little
Todhunter, beside himself with anger, flew
at him in front, while Todhunter's friend
Luke, a second hero in the story, moved
vigorously upon him in the rear. The
battle is vividly described. We are glad
to say that the dog was saved.

The heroine is introduced to us in a chap-
ter entitled “The Poppy Lady.” She fell
in a fleld of stubble and wounded her hand.
She wore a scarlet dress, and Todhunter,
who caught his firet glimpse of her as she
lay prostrate, thought her a clump of pop-
pies, when she jumped up and approached
him, holding out the injured member. Her
age was six. She wore shiny black slippers
and short white socks, “above which shone
two little bare kneee almost as white, but
now cruelly scratched. Around her face
her tousled hair held the golden gleam of
corn waving in the sunlight, and through
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the hardly suppressed tears her eyes turned
to Tod with tender blue brilliance.”

S0 there we have the three important
characters of the tale—Todhunter Payson,
Luke Lyttle and Jessie Dunham, the poppy
lady, who, it is pleasant to record, was
soothed and interested when Todhunter
kissed the wounded hand and wiped away
the slight trickle of blood with his cap,
having no handkerchief. The three grew
up, and we should love to tell all about them
it we thought it would be quite fair to the
author. Todhunter grew no handsomer
with the years. The story frankly calls
him ugly. He was rugged and rude, like
his own Cornish coast country.

Luke, on the other hand, was handsome.
He had all the graces. He was good, too.
We find the two contrasted in a chapter,
entitled “Mr. Payson of Cornwall.” Tod-
hunter was a great mining engimeer. We
find him here electrifying the Society of
British Engineers in an addreas on copper
mining: “Todhunter used no dramatic
gestures; the drama lay in his control of
that body, its rapt attention and dissent,
and in his gentle, splendid, ruthless dis-
regard of it.”

We have been impressed by the descrip-
tion of his treatment of dissenters in the
audience. They had the temerity to ask
him questions when his address was finished.
They fatuously thought to stump bim.
He was relentless with them. We read:
“He handled his enemies much as though
they had been wasps. One by one, he took
them up, and accurately, easily, acientifi-
cally, and with most fatal gentleness,
pinched their buzzing wings off. Then
with his own big courtesy he laid the mal-
treated things down and let them crawl
away.” The wonder to us is that tpey
did not turn tail sooner; but he seems to
have come off without wounds.

In this same hour, marked by his so rude
and splendid triumph, Luke and Jessic
walked together where “the moors and sea
lay dreamily under the moon” at Staley
Crags. It is recorded that she was lovely
in the moonlight, and we are satisfied that
so was he. He handed her a rose. As she
took it, and “while their fingers yet touched,
the madness of the white moon struck
Luke; he bent and ardently preseed the
petals with his lips.”

She dropped the rose “with a low startled
gasp.” He said: “Jessie, why did you do
that?” She answered: *“Oh, I had to.
It is full of thorns. It stung me.” Baid the
gentle Luke, smiling, as he stooped to |
recover the rose: “I will remove them.
My rose must have no thorns for you,
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Jessie.” The girl stood icily cold. “Her
darkened blue eyes flashed down like cruel
stars. She raid with biting carelessness:
‘Oh no; don't try to remo ve them, please. It |
would not be possible. If one doesn’t like |
thorns, one had best leave roses alone.' |
Deeply abashed, Luke ground the flower
under his heel.”

Surely a poetical and rignificant scene,
We must not go too far, but we will add that
Jessie was engaged to marry Todhunter
in September. We should like to tell of the
aged man who was found by Jessie among
the stone antiquities on the moor. She
thought for a moment that he was a Druid.
He addressed her and Todhunter in ancient
Hebrew. We should like to tell who he
turned out to be, and whether Todhunter,
who was a waif and a charity boy, ever
discovered his father. There is much that
we should like to tell, but we have no mind
to forestall the reader, who will find ex-
cellent entertainment in learning all these
things from the book.

For the Sublimation of Government.

Mr. H. M. Williams, author of the newly
published book, “Evolution—Revolution—
Which?" (The M. W. Hazen Company),
says that “the Sources of Power should
never under any plausible pretext confer
their power, even for a single hour, on any
man or body of men, but should retain it
always under their own control." He says
that the Sources of Power are three in num-
ber and are Muscle, Brain and Money.
Peginning at page 46 he maps out a new
plan of government which he believes would
be advantageous for this country. We
would gladly reproduce the whole of it if
there were not powerful reasons operating
to our restraint.

For one thing Mr. Williams thinks that
Congress should consist of three divisions,
to be called the Commons, the House and
the Senate. The Commoners should be
elected by the Muscle Power, every male
person of a fixed age being allowed to vote.
This, he says, “would be real Manhood
Suffrage,” and we should think there could
be no doubt of it. Members of the House
should represent the Brain Power, and should
be elected by male and female voters pos-
sessed of “a certain limited education.”
Senators should represent the Money Power,
and should be elected by males and females
paying a certain amount of taxes.

Why strong women should not be allowed
to vote for Commoners we cannot see.
Suppose a laundry strike should come up
in Congress; would there not be a definite
injustice to the Sources of Power? Any-
body baving it in mind to be President had
better be it before Mr. Williams's plan
comes into effect, because the Sources of
Power will not do very well by him after-
ward, He will hardly be grateful to them
if he has blood and ambition. The book
has seemed to us very ingenious and earnest.
We have not diseovered in it a ringle base

An Able Romance of the Japanese War.

To the great mass of literature inspired
by the Russo-Japanese conflict Sidney
McCall has made a notable and significant
contribution in his new romance, “The
Breath of the Gods.” It is a romance to
be reckoned with and singularly pertinent
to the time in its conscientious and elaborate
interpretation of the tenacity of Japanese
ideals, the intensity and silent force of the
Japanese character and their inapirations
in the traditions, customs and governing

BOOKS AT AUCTION

THE

Merwin-=Clayton Sales Co.

20-24 East 20th Street,

Tuesday, June 6th, 1905
ENGRAVINGS

A collection of Pare Miscellaneous
Prints, and Portraits, including
80 PORTRAITS OF
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN,
63 PORTRAITS OF
WASHINGTON
The exo>ssivelv RARE PORTRAIT of
THOMAS JEFFERSON
Designed by T. KOSCIUSZKO. and
rinted in colors and miny others,
ne and rare.

WEDNESDAY and THURSDAY

June 7th and 8th, 1905
An interesting collection of
MISCELLANEOUS BOOKS,

Sales Begin at 3 o’clock P. M.

Mall orders executed without eharge
Telephone, 5367 Gramerey.

principles of Japanese life,
«. To the construction of the story the writer

has evidently devoted gincere and pains- |
taking effort, and the result is a book which |
rewards careful reading and thoughtful |

consideration, The plot is clear and strong,
the intention unconfused, the characters
real and easily visualized. Intense in paris
and strongly colored with the mysticism

Continued on Tenth Paye.
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The Greatest Wall Stree
Story Ever Written

The
Golden Flood

By EDWIN LEFEVRE
Author of “Wall Street Stories,”

HIS unusual romance is uni-
versally admitted to be the
bet Wall Street ftory ever

written. It is mysterious and excit-
ing, the interest being sustained to the
very end, and in addition it is abso-
lutely plausible and true to the con-
ditions existing in the Street.

The Wall Street Summary, edi-
torially, says: “On one point all
competent critics agree, and we are
glad to join in the verdict, namely,
that no writer who has attempted to
portray Wall Street affairs, ecither in
prose, verse or on the stage, has
been as successful as Mr. Lefevre in
accurately and vividly depicting the
life and doings of the ‘Street.’ "

Cloth. 111, $1.00. All Booksellers.
McCLURE, 44 E. 23d Street,
PHILLIPS & CO. NEW YORK

Robert Grant

“He has gven to THE
| ORCHID the air and accent
of life itself.”'— N, Y. Tribune.

“He has never done anything in
which his genius as a social sa-
tiist, his ability for light and
clever dialogue or for etching
' character was displayed to better
f advantage."— Brooklyn Fagle.

E. W. Hornung

“Of STINGAREE all can be
said that was said of ‘Raffles.’
He is distinct and convinc-
ing. In fact, he is amazing."—

Phila. Ledger.

* “His exploits are marvellous, un-

' doubtedly, yet they have about
them an air of plausibility—even
of probability."— Boston Tran-
seripl.

Hopkinson Smith

“In AT CLOSE RANGE.,
Mr. Smith's cheery optimism,
spiced with characteristic shrewd-
ness and humor, is in refreshing
contrast to much of the fash-
ionable fiction of the day."—
Living Age.

F.

“He is clear, distinct and singu-
larly effective.” — Qutlook.

.
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Stories of criminal detection
are always acceptable and
when written with excep-
tional skill, as in the case of

THE
HUNDREDTH
ACRE

by JOHN CAMDEN,
are sure of a large sale

0 @ This i1s the story of the
{ detection and capture of a
« murderer

N QA clever piece of work

Q Price, $1.50, postpaid.
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Y HERBERT B. TURNER

‘E' & COMPANY, BOSTON 3
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BOOKS—ANl out-of-print books supplied, no
matter on what subject; write e stating hooks
wanted; 1 can get you any hook ever published:
when In Englan call and inspect my nloci( of 50,000
rare books, RAKER'S GREAT BOOKSHOP, John
Bright st,, Birmingham, England.

teenpgwid3iz
Artistic Job Printing, Catalogs, Booklets, In English or
| FOREIGN LANGUAGES. Half-tone and Color Presswork,

| LANGUAGES PRINTING COMPANY
{ Languages Building, Is Wect 18th St., Kew York

Harper's Book News ,

Fond
Adventures

“ Pagsages singing the song of
the sword and scenes wnpp:s in
soft suggestions of the lute,” in
the words of one critic aptly de-
scribe these wonderful new tales.
Since the publication of Te Forest
Lovers, Maurice Hewlett has writ.

| ten nothi
MAURICEBEWLETT'S | so palpitatin
love stories with the fu

: | and splendid
lite of the Middle Ages. Each
of these four glowing love-tales
has a beauty and charm distinct
from the others., All are romance
ot the rarest quality. '

The Ultimate
Passion

A young man of high ideals
! playing into the hands of a
powerful corrupt political ring in
order to gain power through their
influence and ultimately to defeat
them—this is a hint of the plot
of this strong, virile novel by
' Philip Verrill Mighels. It is a
novel of unusual power, an ab-
sorbing story, showing the mach-
inations of politica% schemers
and others prominent in social
and business life in New York.
The startling incidents that the

By the author of political

i
|
|

o situation
JI ﬁ’RSU‘éVAEBRY" hrings forth
are closely

woven in with a charming loves
tale.

The
Accomplice

| “It is within bounds to say
| that The Accomplice is the vety
| best novel founded on a crime
| and its unravelling that has been
published in a decade—and we
do not forget Conan Doyle or
Raffles either,” says one critic of
this fascinating mystery story
written along lines entirely new
in fiction. The story is told
from a novel point of view—
the hero being the foreman of
the jury at a hotly contested
murder trial. The story goes

By in and out of

. he courtroom
FREDERICK |°
TREVOR HILL|through

maze of mys-
sensational develop-

tery and
ments.

The Tyranny
of the Dark

lu Hamlin Garland’s latest novel
|is a daring venture into a new
| and fascinating field—that of the
' occult, says The New York World:
“He has woven from his ex-
| periences the threads of a most
interesting tale, It will inter-
|est both believers in and scoff-
lers at the life inyisible.” In
'this strange setting, romance
| becomes doubly attractive. Mr.
Garland has giv-

| HAMLIN

! ve | en us another
([GARLAND'S | gelightful - West-
mtest NOVE" | ern  girl.  Her
rescue from this mysterious

“Tyranny of the Dark,” accom-
plished by her lover, is the most
engrossing kind of strong,
moving fiction.
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“THE MOST COMPLETE HOTEL IN
, EUROPE FOR BUSINESS & SOCIAL
___un."b W. TOWLE, Manager,

HOTEL CECIL

LONDON

i
Historic_Situstion, Magnificent Appoint-
Unequalied

mentz, Reasonable Charges.

! Cuisine.
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